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■ We are particularly proud of this recognition of Dell Comics 
by the Civil Air Patrol, official auxiliary of the United States Air 
Force. The CAP, by stimulating interest in aviation among the youth 
of America, is a vital force in our national defense. At the same 
time, by promoting this healthy interest in aviation and flying, the 
CAP serves as an effective deterrent to juvenile delinquency through- 
out the United States. We suggest that boys and girls, aged 15 
years and older, investigate the possibilities of joining the CAP unit 
in your locality. For information about the Civil Air Patrol, what 
it is, what it does, and how you maj join, contact your nearest Air 
Force Recruiting office. 
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SERGEANT PRESTON' 

AND KING' BLESS YOU BOTH* 
I'LL FRY A STEAK FOR 
.EACH 


AMD 

THE FIDDLER 


HELLO, KATE* 

! SEE BUSINESS 
IS STILL 

.THRIVING' v- 


THANKS — BUT KING 
AND I HAVE JUST 
EATEN' I JUST DROP- 
PED IN TO ASK YOU IF 
YOU'D SEEN UNCLE 
JACK THE FIDDLER . 
TONIGHT /> 


YES, SERGEANT-— 

HE WAS HERE ...BUT 
HE'S GONE HOME INSTEAD 
OF FIDDLING FOR MY 
V CUSTOMERS' 


A COUPLE OF SAILORS- —RIVER TRAMPS— 
KNOCKED HIM INTO THE MUD THIS EVENING— 
TRIEO TO ROB HIM--- AND BROKE HIS BOW' THINK 
OF DOING THAT TO A BUND MAN' IF HIS FRIENDS 
^HADN’T COME ALONG * 


WELL, UNCLE JACK FIFE'S BAD LUCK HAS CHANGED, KATE* 
THAT'S WHY I AM HERE, LOOKING FOR HIM' HE HAS 
. JUST INHERITED TWO MILLION DOLLARS • c— - * 


I WASN'T JOKING, KATE f I'M GOING TO UNCLE JACK'S 
LODGINGS, IN CASE HE'S THERE, AND TELL HIM.. 


T-T WO MILLION 

AAOHHf — THAT'S 
NOT FUNNY, 
.SERGEANT' > 


WAIT, 

SERGEANT' 
WAIT — f 


DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 








I IT'S UNCLE 
JACK FI ft* 


I YAffPf £££ E-YARRR, 
\YARPf AOURRRR — 


'THERE'S SOMEBODY > 
ON THE 6R0UND,KATE? 
KINS SAYS HE'S V 
V ALIVE ^ 


THEY ROBBED ME? TOOK MY VIOLIN? MY MONEY? 
EVEN MY IDENTIFICATION PAPERS' BUT, SERGEANT, 
ALL 1 CARE ABOUT IS MY VIOLIN! . 


YES' THREE MEN? I RECO6NI2E0 
TWO— 'BURT' AND 'SHARK'--- 
THE SAME ONES WHO JUMPED ME 
BEFORE? THE THIRD MAN THEY 
V CALLED 'DUDE'? 


WHO DIO IT, 
JACK? 010 
YOU RECOG- 
NIZE THEIR 
VOICES? 


ONE OF THE ROBBERS 
DROPPED IT- — 
THAT'S MY GUESS? j 


EH« WHAT'S THAT 
YOU’VE PICKED UP, 
KING? A NEWS- 
PAPER’ 


WE’LL GET IT BACK FOR YOU, UNCLE JACK— OON'T 
WORRY? BUT THAT'S INTERESTING — ABOUT THEIR 
TAKING YOUR IDENTIFICATION PAPERS! I JUST 


WONOER IF IT'S POSSIBLE. 


.COULD. 



JIM MURDOCK - 


DEAD? THAT-- 
THAT HITS ME 
KIND OF 
. HARD' 


THE LATEST COPY OF THE ^1 
DAWSON CLARION f SOMEBODY * 
MOST HAVE BROUGHT IT UP ON 
THE LAST BOAT ..ANO THERE'S 
A FRONT PAGE ARTICLE TORN 
OUT— THE ONE ABOUT UNCLE 
JACK'S INHERITANCE 


YES, UNCLE JACK, I SAID YOUR 
INHERITANCE • IT'S IN THE PAPER 
— AND IT'S THE REASON I CAME 
TO ORE TOWN LOOKING FOR YOU f 
YOUR FRIEND.JIM MURDOCK.HAS 
LEFT YOU A LOT OF MONEY' ^ 


POOR JIM f IT'S BEEN \/ HE OIDN 'T FORGET WHAT 
YEARS SINCE I SAW j\ YOU OID THEN, UNCLE JACK' 

HIM SINCE J\ BUT THE POINT IS NOW, TO 

THAT FIRE \ SEE THAT YOU DON'T LOSE 


IF ONE OF THOSE CROOKS 

WITH UNCLE JACK'S IDENTIFICA- 
TION PAPERS— AND HIS VIOLIN 
— SHOULD REACH THE 
.LAWYER.HOMER BARTON— _ 


BUT— HOW COULD 
HE LOSE IT, 
SER6EANT? 


— AND SHOULD PRETEND SHAT HE IS JACK FIFE, 
THERE COULD BE TROUBLE' ESPECIALLY IF THE 
IMPERSONATOR SHOULD HAPPEN TO BE BLIND OR 
CONVINCE BARTON THAT HE WAS? SO WE'VE GOT 
TO START FOR DAWSON, T0NI6HT’ 


I LL PUT A HOT MEAL INTO \ MY, OH, MY? I 
UNCLE JACK, WHILE YOU GET i \ JUST CAN'T 
HORSES, SERGEANT? J . 'A BELIEVE IT 
fc- v — . 7 ) A. ALL YET' 





WHERE 00 
WE MEET? 


A.T THE WRETCHED LITTLE SHACK RESTAURANT, BURT 
CARBON WHILES AWAY THE TIME... 


Leaving burt carbon. the other two crooks, dude 

MCHENRY AND SHARK QUINN, CONTINUE ON INTO DAWSON.. 


THE NEWS CLIPPING 
SAID HE WAS STAYING 
AT THE PRINCE EDWARD 
S v HOTEL? 


YOU KNOW WHERE WE CAN V 
FIND THE MURDOCK ESTATE'S] 
. LAWYER, DUDE? 


Half an hour later, as burt 

STEPS OUTSIDE 


UH THAT'S PRESTON/ 

AND THE BLIND FIDDLER— f 


JhREE DAYS LATER — AS THE THREE WHO ROBBED 
UNCLE JACK REACH THE OUTSKIRTS OF DAWSON— 


SHARK KNOWS THE PLACE A LITTLE 

RESTAURANT SHACK NEAR THE RIVER? 
t'LL WAIT AROUND THERE. .. _ 


OKAY, BURT 


THIS TOWN, DUDE? 1M 


DON T HANG AROUND TOO LONG, BURT' 
IFTHE MOUNTIES CATCH YOU HERE, 

IT WILL LOOK BAD FOR ME? — 





Preston's quick eye has caught burt's furtive 

MOTION . 


DROP THAT PI STO L , CARBON' 


BUT BURT CARBON TRIES A FOOLISH PLAY— AND LOSES! 


SERGEANT' I RECOGNIZE THAT MAN- - 
8Y HIS VOICE I Hf S ONE OF THE THREE 
WHO ROB8ED ME' AND 


IT'S ONLY NUMBED! MY 
BULLET STRUCK YOUR 
WEAPON! YOU ARE 
. UNDER ARREST— 


YOU CALLED HIM 
s* BURT*! 


enn/t/t/f. 


“ BURT CARBON' ” 
I SUSPECTED HE WAS 
ONE OF THEM, 

UNCLE JACK ' 


WHERE ARE YOUR 
PALS — PARTICULARLY 
JSHARK" QUINN? 


YOU CAN ASK ALL 
THE QUESTIONS YOU 

WANT BUT I'M 

NOT ANSWERING EM- 
NOW OR LATER! 


AND WHERE IS 
MY VIOLIN. 
YOU THIEF? 




HOTEL 


X 1 COULD 
) SETTLE ANY 
'OOUBTS, MR BARTON, 

byp,layiN8 youa 

vTUNE. ON .. . 


UMMM . YESf THESE PAPERS SEEM 
TO IDENTIFY YOU AS JACK FIFE.. 
"Xpsj'pTOT ANOAFEW r~X 
Cl IffiggVj QUESTIONS \ V 
JBrjZjl OUGHT TO I 

'\E S T A B LI S H .Jffs 


THE FALL JARRED HIM— 
NONE THAN HE REALIZED 
AT THE TIME' HIS MEMORY 

ER — YOU . 

^UNDERSTAND? 


KNOCK, KNOCK, 
KNOCK / 


THERE SHOULD BE NO 
GREAT DIFFICULTY, 
V I THINK . 


WE LL TAKE HIM TO JAIL, UNCLE JACK 
WE’LL CONTACT MURDOCK’S LAWYER, 


THEN 


A LITTLE LATER, IN A ROOM AT THE PRINCE EOWARD 


— MY OLD FIDDLE, HERE 
ONLY, I’VE BROKEN MY BOW' 

I HAO A BAD FALL, A FEW 
DAYS AGO' BROKE MY BOW, 
^ AND HURT MYSELF 


JACK S INHERITANCE, 
MR. BARTON? DO YOU 
SEE ANY REASON WHY 
HE SHOULDN’T HAVE 
IT NOW? ^ 







WHY, CERTAINLY- 
COME IN, 
SERGEANT' 


WELL ,SNANK QUINN ' 
SURPRISED TO 
vSEEUS? 


LOOK HERE' WHOM 
ARE YOU TALKING 
TO, SERGEANT? 


I WAS SPEAKING TO-- -YOUR 
PAL.SHARK QUINN— WHO IS 
MASOUERAOING AS A BLIND 
MANf THAT IS,UNLESS HE 
HAS GONE BLIND LATELY? , 


HE IS NOT MASQUER- 
ADING, SERGEANTf 
THIS IS JACK FIFE? 


UHHH' 

UOSN' 


THEY WERE STOLEN S 


WHY NOT ASK EACH MAN TO PLAY 


WE ARE NOT \ 
GETTING ANY- 
WHERE AT THIS 
RATE, SERGEANT' 


FROM ME' HE STOLE 
MY VIOLIN, TOO, ANO 
BROKE MY BOW' . 


A TUNE ON THE VIOLIN.MR. BARTON? 
EVEN WITHOUT A BOW, A REAL I 

FIDDLER COULD PICK OUT 

Vatune? 


ING TO BE JACK FIFE ...HMMM.! 
THIS MAN ON MY RIGHT HAS 
PRODUCED PAPERS WHICH / 
IDENTIFY HIM S 



JUST LET ME TRY, AND 

i'll show YOU' where 

WHERE'S THE ^ 

FIDDLE ? 3 


'ALL RIGHT' PLEASE' 


SER6EANT! 


--BECAUSE / 
W YOUAREN’TA 
r FIDDLER' IF I WMTWO 
FINGERS THAT WOULD 
WORK, I COULD PLAY. 


THE GAME'S UP, SHARK! 


1 GUESS THAT 
SETTLES IT... 


DO YOU WANT TO GOTO 
^ PRISON ? 


NOW, 

SHARK- 


YOU FIRST, THEN? N/ I-- 1 HURT A COUPLE OF 
PICK OUT ' ANNIE LAURIE”, \ FINGERS WHEN I FELL? 
ON THE STRINGS. 1 I'LL HAVE TO REFUSE - 


LET HIM HAVE IT, 


-MAXWELTON S BRAES 
ARE BONNIE--” 


AT A MUTTERED WORD FROM OUDE MCHENRY, THE 
CROOKS^ WEAPONS FLASH OUT 



I A QUICK AND CLEVER FIGHTER, OUOE USES 8ARTCWAS 


AHHHH- 


V I think' 
NOT.OUOEf 
— KIM 9! 
WATCH 

that oner 


WELL, MR. BARTON* ARE 


AH, YES. 


SAY THAT WE 
CAN CAU. THE 
CASE CLOSEOf 
EH, KING? 


YOU SATISFI ED AS TO THE 
IDENTITY OF THE REAL 
v. JACK FIFE? S 


SATISFIED THAT THIS JACK FIFE 
IS THE HEIR TO JAMES MURDOCK'S 
MILLIONS— ‘THOUGH I HAD TO 
LEARN THE HARO WAY f 





LEADER OF THE 
WOLF PACK (V 


IN A SHORT TIME, THE SNOW, WINDORIFTEO.COVEREO 


EACH OROWSY WOLF WITH A WHITE 8LANKET.THAT 
KEPT OUT THE ARCTIC COLO. 


AS THEY OFTEN DO, WHEN THE SNOW IS DEEP AND DRY, THE 

BIRDS DIVED.ONE BY ONE SEEKING THE SNOW- 

BLANKET’S WARMTH AND PROTECTION. 


JUST BEFORE THE END OF THE SHORT, SUB-ARCTIC DAY, A 
COVEY OF GROUSE ALIGHTED ON A LIMB ABOVE THE 
BEDDING GROUND. 


FULL-FEO.THE WOLF PACK STOOD 
ABOUT.SLEEPILY WATCHING THEIR 
LEADER. GRAY WOLF, FOR ORDERS . 


SLEEPY HIMSELF.GHAY WOLF SPOKE 
BY EXAMPLE ---MAKING A DEEP . 

NEST FOR HIMSELF IN THE DRY, 

FLUFFY SNOW. 




DURING THE NIGHT, NATURE PLAYED ONE OF HER STRANGE 
TRICKS, THAT ARE SO COMMON IN THE YUKON. A WARM 
CHINOOK WIND BLEW ACROSS THE VALLEY, MELTING THE 
TOP LAYER OF SNOW? A FREEZING RAIN FOLLOWED.— 


AND.IN THE MORNING.A PALE SUN TURNED THE VALLEY INTO 
WONDERLAND — GLEAMING JEWEL-BRIGHT UNOER ITS 
HALF- INCH-THICK ARMOR OF ICE. 


THE GROUSE WERE THE FIRST TO WAKE f ' 
HAMMERED AT THEIR PRISON'S ICY ROOF. 


GRAY WOLF WAS HAVING A NIGHTMARE OF BEING 

CAUGHT IN THESTEMS OF THICK WILLOW BRUSH.' THE 
AIR INSIOE HIS ICE-ROOFED NEST WAS NEARLY USED UPf 


WITH A CONVULSIVE LEAP.Rf BURST. UP THROUGH THE 
CRUST, SHATTERING IT IN SHARP-EOGEO FRAGMENTS, 
LIKE GLASS. 


GULPING AIR, HE STOOD WITH DIFFICULTY ON THE 
GLAZED SURFACE. , 


HAHHf 




olf -0»- ow »w0° 0000 ' 


HE SAT DOWN AND 
RAISED THE RALLY - 
INS CR Y OF THE WOLF 
PACK— BUT NO VOICE 
ANSWER EO HIM 'THE 
LONESOMENESS WAS 
FRIGHTENIN6! 


IT WAS A STRANGE, LIFELESS WORLO.ON WHICH HE 
GAZED f AND HE WAS ALONE' NO SIGHT NOR SCENT 
OF HIS PACK MATES r NOTHING BUT A FAINT, 
DISTANT TAPPING.' 


FINALLY, HE INVESTIGATED THE TAPPING SOUND- 
SAW WHAT / OOKED LIKE A BIRD.8ENEATH THE ICE' 


HE SCRATCHED, FIRST LIGHTLY. THEN WITH ALL HIS 
MI6HT' - — BUT THE ICE WAS TOO THICK f 


SUDDENLY, WITH BOOMING WINGS 
AND A BLINDING FLURRY OF SNOW, 
THE GROUSE FLEW UPRIGHT 
UNDER HIS NOSE.' 


THE BIRD’S ESCAPE WAS DISAPPOINT- 
ING— BUT ITGAVE GRAY WOLF AN IDEA' 
WHAT IF HIS PACK MATES WERE 
IMPRISONED LIKE THE GROUSE? 


AT LAST HE TRIED JUMPIf(G ON IT — 
ANO BROKE THROUGH.SHOOLDER DEEP. 



ON THE FIRST TRIAL, HIS BUNCHED FOUR FEET BROKE 
THROUGH. 


AREA ... WITH H IS >€AD CLOSE TO THE CRUST.HE COULD 
SEE A FAINT DEPRESSION! 


IT WAS HIS MOTHER, NEETKA, WHO CRAWLED FEEBLY OUT, 
HER LUNGS STARVING FOR OXYGEN t AN HOUR OR TWO 
LONGER MIGHT HAVE BROUGHT AN ENDLESS SLEEP ? 


QUICKLY, NEETKA REVIVED INTHE PURE, COLD AIR- 
.. - AND JOINED HER SON IN 

f gKAraCK LOCATING THE OTHERS' 


EEEEYUH 

MJURHKUH! 


WITH THE LAST ONE FREEO.GRAV WOLF RAISEO HIS 
MUZZLE IN A SHORT, TRIUMPHANT HOWL . 


--AND LED HIS PACK OUT OVER THE GLITTERING, ICE- 
CLOAKED VALLEY TOWARO THE HIGHER SLOPES, WHERE 
THE CARIBOU WOULO BE FEEOING IN THE SUN . 


OW-Ow-OOOOOOH.' 




CLUES, INSPECTOR* 


PRISONER, SUPPLIED? THE 
6ANG WILL PROBABLY TRY TO 
INTERCEPT GOLD SHIPMENTS 
V TO THE BEACON CITY BANK ' 


PRESTON! 


SWifioSnt 

PRESTON 

IN 

CORNERED 


PRESTON, WE’VE CAUGHT ONE OF 

RED JACKSON'S GANG BUT JACKSON ^ 

AND TWO OTHERS ARE STILL EVADING “ 
US f I WANT YOU TO COVER THE TERRITORY 
SOUTH OF SKELETON CREEK' 


VERY WELL,SIRr I'LL 
START OUT AT ONCE 
— WITH YUKON 
KING? 


GOOD LUCK, 


A FEW DAYS LATER, 
AT THE UTTIE 
SETTLEMENT OF 
REINDEER RIDGE- 








WE GOT EVERYTHING, 


WHILE OUR LUCK 
HOLDS, RED* 


60T ALL THE 
CASH AND 
*DUST"RED? 


DEEP IN THE BUSH- 


MEBBE 
SOMEBODY'S 
LIVING IN IT, 
^ RED? 


I'LL BRING IN 
THE BLANKETS, 
. RED* 


NO-NOTHING* CA- 
CAN'T PROVE I ST- 

stole rrr ouit 
SH- SHAKING ME! 


Herr where did \ 

YOU GET THAT NEW 
HAT, SY? AND WHERE'S 


YOU HONKING FOOL* \ 
WHAT'S GOING TO HAPPEN 
THE FIRST TIME SOMEBODY 
SEES YOU IN THAT NEW HAT* 





YOU'RE A BIRD-BRAINED, TWO-BIT THIEF' 
—LIKELY TO QUEER ALL OUR PLANS. 
SA/f WHERE'S THE SAIT AND THE f 
. BAKINS POWDER ? 


i, T AHH' ONE OF US WILL HAVE TO HIT - ' 
A TOWN AGAIN TOMORROW— -FOR 
THE STUFF THIS BO NEHEAO ^ 
FORGOT’ 
aND ITVWN'T 
BE MU' 


UH— I RECKON 
1 FORGOT THEM, 
RED! YOU WERE 
IN SUCH A 
k HURRY 


I THE NEXT DAY, AT REINOEER RIDGE - 


SERGEANT PRESTON! \ 
I SURE AM GLAD TO SEE 
. WOt I'VE BEEN R08BE0 


ONE OF THE CROOKS 
STOLE A NEW STETSON 

AND LEFT THIS 

OLO WRECK’ S 


TO TRACK HIM DOWN, 
MORGAN* ^ 




GEANT?y BY GIVING MY DOG. 
-^t'yukon KING.THE SCENT* IT 
''will LEAD KING TO THE TRACKS OF 

THE MAN'S HORSE THEN TO THE 

MAN HIMSELF' 


LUCKY I HEARD THAT? 

I CAN JUST ABOUT 
MAKE OUR HIOE-OUT 
IN TIME TO FI* > 
THINGS / 


YEAH* TWO OF MY PALS WENT 
TO THE GALLOWS BECAUSE OF 
THAT DOG— AND PRESTOMf 
WE - VE GOT TO PLAN j 
\SOMETHING. 


CAN HE REALLY 
TRAIL OUR 
HORSES.REO’ 


SPUOf WHAT'S 
AFTER YOU’ 


SB A SCANT PASSTON 

ANO HIS MAN- TRAILING DOG' 
^THEY FOUND ST’S HAT' 


' HEY’ I DON’T LIKE 
THE WAY YOU SAY 
THAT, REDf YOU ARE A 
TWO-TIME KILLER, 
BUT YOU'RE NOT 
V GOING TO 












Yoyng Gory Holmes laid another chunk 
of rock against the pole that supported the 
fur cache, and turned to his Dad! The older 
man, still muscular at sixty, was lugging a 
fifty-pound rock. 

"That's too heavy!" young Gary protested. 
"Remember your heart. Dad— HEY!" 

Even os the boy spoke. Old Gary's face 
twitched with a spasm of pain. The rock' 
thudded to the ground. A gnarled hand 
pressed against his chest. 

"I— you're right, son!" the old sourdough 
gasped. "I was— foolish! But the medicine will 
fix me up!" 

With his dad resting on the cabin bunk, 
young Gary hunted for the small bottle In 
vain. Old Gary got up and hunted, too— 
with no better result. The life-saving nitro- 
glycerine pills were missing— probably lost 
out of a pack on the way in. 

Against Dad's protest, young Gary pre- 
pared to start for Dawson City— a three or 
four weeks' journey, up the Pee! River, and 
across the savage Ogilvie Range. 

"It's September already, son!" the older 
man argued. "Winter wijl strike before you 
can get beck— mebbe before you hit Dawson! 

I can get along . . 

"Not without your medicine!" the boy re- 
plied. "I'm starting ndw! Don't worry, Dad! 


I'll get through," he went on, bravely. 

But, in his heart, Gary had grave misgiv- 
ings. These, he tried to hide with a brdve 
smile so thot the older man would not suspect 
his fear. 

At Dad's insistence, Gary loaded a light 
hand sled, an extra piece, of canvas, an axe 
and their big sled dog, Rex, into the canoe. 
With the other supplies it made quite a load. 

Swiftly they shot down the branch stream; 
but when they turned to buck the current of 
the mighy Peel River, progress was slow. The 
ice stopped them only one week from home. 
Gary chopped the canoe free, hauled it 
ashore, and built a cache for the sled and 
extra food. Then, with himself and Rex carry- 
ing light pocks, they faced the two weeks of 
forced march to Dawson. 

The weather now favored them. Meeting 
little snow, they reached Dawson in record 
time. With the precious medicine and only 
the lightest of packs, they ogoin breasted the 
wild slopes of the Ogilvies. 

Then fog and snow blotted out the passes. 
For two weeks they blundered up and down 
blind draws. Their food gave out. Twice Rex 
located rabbits, which Gary shot— and once 
a ptarmigan. On the second day with no 
food at all, they found the pass. 

By great luck, they got another snowshoe 
rabbit and a grouse. With these gone, they 
waited. Gary was losing count of days and 
nights, in the brain-fog caused by hunger. 
But his legs worked. And a hand on Rex's 
collar guided his steps. Rex was in charge 
now— and he knew it! 

It was Rex who found the tree cache on 
the banks of the frozen river. And the axe 
near by! Gary, with his last strength, chopped 
it down. 

That night they feasted— and slept. A week 
later they pulled up to the home cabin, to 
be greeted by Dad Holmes' joyful shout. The 
desperate journey was donel 



S^eomt PRESTON 

AND THE HIGHGRADERS MH 


THERE'S A BLI22ARD Nr- 
MAKING UP, SERGEANT? ^ 
UNLESS YOU HAVE SOME 
MIGHTY URGENT BUSINESS, 

I HOPE YOU'LL STAY HERE , 
TILL THE STORM A 

PASSES' 


MOLLY EVANS' WHAT 
BRINGS YOU OUT IN 
THIS WEATHER? 


I'VE COME FOR HELP.HARRYf 


OHHH? SER6EANT 

pnesrour and 
KING' THANK 
HEAVEN YOU'RE 
HERE? AND YOU’LL 


YES' I'LL FEED MY 
TEAM, AND 8TART AT 
ONCE? WITH GOOD 
LUCK, WE'LL MEET 
JOHNNY ON THE 
l TRAIL? 


SOMEBODY HUST GO AND 
SEE IF JOHNNY- -WHAT HI 
HAPPENED? HE'S NEVER 
BEEN SO LATE 


I'LL GO, 
MRS EVANS? 





HI0HGFADERS HAVE BEEN W0RKIN6 IN MINES 
CLOSE 0 DOWN FOR THE WINTER. THEY MIGHT 
HAVE CAUGHT JOHNNY ALONE MUSH. 

Y0U HUSKIEST 

\ ON, KING' 


Outside — with preston's team fed and 

EAGER TO START I — 7 

YOU MUST HAVE REASONS \ l TES.HARR1 
TO BE WORRIED ABOUT ) >77 *7—7-, 

JOHNNY EVANS.SERGEANT' 

REASONS YOU OIDN'T 
sTELL MOLLY' 


TWO HOURS LATER • 


THERE'S AN OLO STEAMBOAT 


LATER STILL- 


THE BUZZARD 
HAS STRUCK' BUT 
WE CAN MAKE THE OLD 
ABANDONED ROAD- 
HOUSE IN ROARING 
SyPASS ' ON. KING T 


'■ 1 BELL ON A SCAFFOLD OUTSIDE 

HE ROADHOUSE... THE WIND MAKES IT 
RING — TO GUIDE TRAVELERS' WE0U6HT 

TO BE HEARING IT NOW. .. K/MS 

COME HERE' 


YOU DO HEAR SOMETHING' ON, THEN, 
KING.' YOU KNOW YOUR WAY. . . 
^MUSH. YOU HUSKI ES ' - 


EEEYUHT 

Y-YUHf 



THERE'S THE 
SCAFFOLD — AND 
THE BELL? BUTIT'S 
NOT RINSING’ . 


THE BELL-CLAPPER — TIED FAST* THAT IS A 
CRIMINAL AOTf IT COULD COST LIVES' „ 


THE OLD ROADHOUSE THERE STILL 


' VERY LIKELY THERE IS 
A CONNECTION BETWEEt 
THIS TIED BELL-CLAPPER 
AND JOHNNY EVANS’ 
FAILURE TO COME HOME 
ON TIME? HE ALWAYS 
SPENDS WEEK-ENDS 
M WITH MOLLY. . . ^ 


AFFORDS SHELTER, EVEN THOUGH 
SOME WINOOWS ARE BROKEN? 
THERE IS SOMEBODY IN THERE . 
WHO DOESN'T WANT 
COMPANY .KING 


SMPKE FROM THE 
CHIMNEY, KING r 
O WAS RIGHT? . 


GRRRR- 








THERE'S HIS TEAM, TUG 1 


EVEN IF HE'S NOT BADLY HURT, OUR GOOSE IS 
COOKED, PADDY.' THE WHOLE MOUNTIE FORCE 
WILL BE ON OUR TRAIL NOW? 


I’LL GET HIS SLEEPING 
S. BAG NOW 


THEN WE'LL KEEP 'EM BOTH HERE TILL THE 
BUZZARD LETS UP, AND WE CAN LOAD UP WITH 
HIGHGRADE ORE FROM EVANS' MINE? WE'LLTAKE 
ALL THE TEAM D06S, AND LEAVE THE MOUNTIE 
SO HE CAN GET FREE AFTER WE'RE GONE? > 
WE'LL HEAD FOR ALASKA... ^ 


I'LL JUST TAKE CARE OF 
HIS GUN BEFORE HE WAKES 
UP? GET SOME ROPE, TUG, 
AND TIE HIM THE WAY WE 

DID EVANS THEN PUT 

HIM IN THE SLEEPING BAG.. 


WE MIGHT HAVE MADE EVANS "DISAPPEAR"? 
BUT NOT A MOUNTIE' COULDN'T GET 
AWAY WITH THAT j J 


BETTER CHOP UP THAT BELL 
SCAFFOLD. . . * 


HUH? WE'RE GETTING 
AWAY WITH A LOT, AS IT IS! 
YOU'VE 60T A HEAD ON 
hTTOU, PADDY CLONT? 












Straight past the crouched figures of piston ' 

AND HIS COMPANIONS, THE MADDENED BRUTE LUNGES, 
HEADING FOR THE ENEMY WHO HURT HIM. .. ] 


The bullets, entering through the doorway, 

FIND AN UNEXPECTED TARGET IN THE HIDE OF A 
SNOW-GRIZZLY, WHO HAS BEEN SLEEPINO THROUGH 
THt STORM... 


— RRRRRR. 
WOOF' 


0*W-RRR-OOF' 


GRRR-AOBRRRH' 
WOOF.' BANG’ . 
BANG' y 


SHOOT, TUG f 
MV GUN’S EMPTT 
— Y£ BOW WW' 


.MPTY-HANDED, PRESTON FOLLOWS HIS GALLANT 
00 TOWARD THE SOUNDS OF BATTLE 




A BLOW from the bear's mighty paw 

HURLS TUG DOWN ONTO PADDY'S STILL 
FORM. ..BUT KING KEEPS HIS GRIP ON 
A HAIRY HAUNCH.. 



QROWRRRH' 


YA-YARRRRRH f 


THAT BEAR SAVED OUR LIVES , 


6RRRR- 


THE BEAR IS DOWN, 
SERGEANT? THEIR 
BULLETS MUST HAVE 
HIT A VITAL SPOT? 


AND THE BLIZZARD 
HAS STOPPED.' 
SHALL WE START 
NOW, SERGEANT? 


THERE’S ONLY ONE THING TO 00 FIRST 

PUT THE OLD BELL BACK ON A NEW SCAFFOLO, 
TO GUIDE TRAVELERS TO SAFETY. . AND 
THRU WE CAN CALL THE CASE OF THE HIGH- 

RADERS CLOSED EH, KING? ^ -< 

7 / 1 HAH.HAH. 

/ / \HAHF 


THE HCX7 M0PWM9- 


WELL, JOHNNY, BOTH THE 
PRISONERS ARE WELL 
ENOUGH TO RIDE OUR 
SLEDS BACK TO THE / 
^ POST... S 


DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 





I he Eskimo uses a number of different kinds 
of fur for clothing — each with its special purpose. 
Soft sealskin for trousers, and summer parkas; the 
much warmer caribou hides for winter parkas; 
chewed caribou hide for Eskimo moccasins or 
MUKLUKS, because they are warm and watertight; 
and WOLVERINE fur for the trimming of the 
parka hood, which protects the face from below-zero 
winds. 

The reason for this is that frost can be brushed 
off from wolverine fur quite easily — whereas it 
clings tightly to other kinds of fur. When an Eskimo 
is out hunting in the bitter cold, his breath condenses 
in thick frost in the air and on the edges of his 
parka hood. If it cannot be brushed off. it keeps 
building up, and may even interfere with seeing 
and breathing. 

Some people have the idea that no frost ever 
collects on wolverine fur. But the Eskimo knows 
better. He prizes the fur of the hard-to-catch wol- 
verine for its real usefulness — but he does not expect 
miracles of it. 

The white man who has never hunted the wol- 
verine thinks of the beast in terms of the frightening 
stories he has read. Actually, the wolverine is a 
savage, tough, clever, bad-smelling little beast, ab- 
normally strong for his twenty-five or thirty pounds 
weight. His hide, dressed and cleansed, is the best 
part of him! 





ANIMALS OF THE NORTH 





THE CARIBOU 


CARIBOU ore really wild reindeer, 
native to the American Continent. 
They are very little different from the 
European steeds of “Santa Claus.” 
Caribou migrate ^rom winter feeding 
grounds to sumnler calving grounds 
in vast herds, which used to cover 
tlie Barren Grounds from horizon to 
horizon. Smaller nowadays, their 


herds are still impressively large. 
Some tribes of Eskimos depend on 
Caribou meat for their entire winter 
meat supply. 

The Barren Ground Caribou's favor- 
ite food is “reindeer moss,” which he 
paws down through the snow to un- 
cover. The Woodland Caribou lives 
in the spruce forests farther south. 
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